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NEHE IflAH'S PLAN,

AM Isw Miss Bean Came (o Adopt

It at Last.

"Bfll'c take tJis umbrella, hadn't yo?" sug-

gested a voice from the shadows of the dingy
doorway.

Wiw IXmi looted doubtfully at Uie combina-
tion of fitdfld cloth aud uncertain bones, thou
Still ino-- c don"tfftil"y attbe lowering, dripping
sky, akd accepted the former as Hie Iet of
two evils. It was a rheumatic, dispirited um-

brella, wra out by long lwttJitts against the
Etonns of the world. It protested sullenly and
croaking! v against every effort to raise it, and
when iMx-?ii- did not avail, it yieldedsuddenly
and shr tip with a vicious velocity, pinching
the fins-r- s and endangering the eyes of its
holder. AfUr that one flash of spirit, how-ove- r,

it dropped again, aud one side flopped
dejectedly.

One-Me- d and out of joint., like most other
things that fall to ray lot," murmured Miss
Dean : ami tbon, with a philosophy she did not
nlwavs 'Ip.isy concerning the "other things,"
she 'winded it aromid to tlc back, where
at was at ifftstout ofher sight.

" Ah, 34 Dean !" Profess-o- r Grosbcck joined
lier. "D agreeable afternoon, iu't it?"

The prof ur was not as cheering a sight as
he might hve beou had the not already seen
him a d z n times that day passing in and ont
of her no1, and bestowing sharp glanres
through Lib greon spectacks ujmmi her unruly
pupils, But he was just as gallant, lie took
her UMv!La, and holding it over her head at
precise! v the right angle to let the rain drip
from fiat detressod point on her neck, dis-

coursed rVViiieiiUy of a new writer on geology.

It is diCHHit to grow veiy enthusiastic over
geologic!; J strata --with a streim of cold water
trickling d.wn one's back, hut Miss Dean made
the effort, even though she reflected that what-
ever the ;e ion of water on the formation of
coal, its action on her new gray wrap would
probablv to be to ruin it. Did she not know the
scorn with which Profnssor Grosbeck would
contemiite tbe shallow feminine mind that
could Ik distracted from weighty scientific sub-

jects by t'u- - trivialities of dress?
Once di her own home, howevor, the mar-

vellous t!.ii.gs " under the earth" received hnt
dight coi'-.'ioratio- She studied the surikce,
and found it dreary enough. The dull
school-- r in, the prosy professor, the rainy
day, and disagreeable walk were no new
grievances. AH were connma and familiar,
only her weariness of them seemed to have
culminated this afternoon. She stood at her
window and looked across the wet street to
the row of holdings opposite. Beyond them
"were the bL py river and the old gray hills,
Toiled new by the mLt aud the smoke from
the tall mill chimneys which the heavy air
heat back to earth again. Sh" had a fancy that
the atmosphere of the old town beat back every-
thing that tried to rise; she felt impatient of
it, fetter. i by it, though it was her native air.
Her girlhood had slipped away through sweet
days when hbe was too nappy to nonce, taror.gn
busy days too full of care for her to think how
they spr-d- , and she was twenty-nin- e now.
Was her life settling down like one of tbee
gray aftt-rnoon- s that only grew grayer and
drearier until the night blott-j- them out? she
"Wondered.

"Was th re nothing for her but this dull tire-
some rou:m? Oat in the great "busy world
were grand men and women living beautiful
lives and doing noble svork. If sh e could coma
in contae: with them 1 if she could escape from
this dwarfed, commonplace existence, and And
for herself the golden opportunity somewhere!
She turned from the window with a sudden
determination.

"Why bhould I always stay here, and be
prudent and economical, simply because I have
been taught to do so? Meggins," she said,
ivhcn thodoor opened, "I am going away when
vacation comes."

"S&kcsl" commented Meggins, lucidlv.
""Where?"

"I do not "know yet."
Tom would help her to decide that, she re-

flected. Dear old Tom! She did not expect;
he would understand her vague unrest. He
Tras content with his place as overseer in the
3nfllsjwilh looking after the work-peopl- e, sefc--fE- ig

accoanis,and keeping all the humdrum
wheels moving. But whether he understood
or not, he would help her as he had ahvays
done. He liad never failed her in all the years
since thej wt-r- e children together. His watch-
ful glancj sourht her windows daily as he
passed to aud fro, and his hand was constantly
leaving some token of remembrance in the
shape of choice fruit or a cluster of flowers on
her sill. And Tom did not care for flowers
either, or she supposedhe did not, because he
never attempted to analyze, or classify them
though, indeed, he was not in the habic of
picking aay of his pleasures to pieces to see
what they were made of. It was enough that
Bhe liked tbem. She smiled as she remem-
bered what authority her likes and dislikes
ljre for Tom. He had even ceased to trouble
icrwith his earnest wish --that their cousinly re-
lationship might change to a tenderer one since
lie found how distasteful his plea was to her.
Of course sach a thing could not he. He was
loyal, true-hearte- d, "good as gold, hut only
Cousin Tom, after all,'' she assured herself, a
part or the old life she was eager to escape
from.

He looked around the pretty room that even-
ing while she told him her purpose, and only
liis eyes said how pleasant and cozy he found
at, orexnreaaeda wonder at her restless wish
to be away ; but she read the look, and answered
it balf impatiently :

"It isH't just a question of a home and pretty
furniture, or even of hard work and small
tvages, Tom; it is something quite different.
I can"t explain: you would not understand ifI could."

""If you cobW explain" with a slight em-plias- is

on the one word, which she might have
resented had she noticed it " I might under-
stand more than you think. However, I am
2iot saying you are not right, Margie ; it will he
& changr, and rest."'

She so'tennd at the name; there was no one
else who called her Margie now.

" You see I am growing old so fast,--' she said,
sn a quwl.r tone, that if I am ever to do any
good true work in the world anything worth
doing, I mean it is time I foundit."

A sudden suggestion leaped into Tom's gray
eyes, but it did not pass his lips. He only
said:

"Old, with your face, Margie! Xonscnse!"
She flushed and langhed, woman-lik- e. Of

course she liked to seem young to Tom j but in
s moment &he rammed, gravely:

"What I have said is true, nevertheless. I
"want to go fiomewhere. I want to meet the
TeaL earnest, helpful livos of the world to see
what they arc doing and maybe I can fld a
niche for myself. It is all vague yet, Tom, but
you will help me, I lmow."

Across Tom's prosaic brain flashed the mem-
ory of a nursery rhyme they had long ago
learned together:

"1 went to a place (T don't know where),
To meet somebody (Idca't know who),

"Who toW me somelJiuix (I don't know wlial),
Ana that is the ruueou I'll never tell you."

He understood her far too well to quote it, or
toargnewith. her. She was one of those not
uncommon spirits who wish "to follow the
leadings of Providence by going ahead and
showing tbe way."

" Surety, Margie," he answered, stifling a
sigh. "1 shall miss you, though; you must
remember that."

The trifling circumstance of her notlaiow-3n- g
exactly what she wanted to do made it a

difficult and delicate task to aid her in doing
it. But Tom did his best, and by the help of
railway guides, many disrus.ions, and a few
letters, they discovered a lovely little nook, not
possessing any notoriety of its own to make it
too expensive for Miss Dean's exchequer, yet
sufliciently near to notable places to allow of
visiting them at will. In short, a quiet little
bay from whence one jni;.ht pnsh out into thegreat ocean at pleasure. It suited her perfectly,
Miss Dean declared, aud witu the first day of
Tacation she was ready to depart.

Worthy Megginswiped hereyes with a corner
flier iwmuculate apron, and promised to lake

good cars of the plants. It was significant of
lier softened feelings that she dignified them
by thai name instead of calLng them " green
truck," as usual. Tom looked disconsolate,
but Margaret s heart swelled exultantly as she
leaved her farewell. She watched withilrcatnv
eyes the panorama of hill, hamlet, and wood
that flitted past her window that da v,-a-

nd

filled the long hours with visions. Heroppor-tunit- y

"had come at last, and she meant to im
prove it to the utmost, bhe was free: she
would find the most and best the world held,

The car door opened to admit a ruph of wind.
ftjwtfl'ef smoke, and an state- -

a

si

ment concerning something that sounded like
"moccasins" or "hogsheads." Margaret
started, reflected, and settled quietly in her
seat again. Two minutes later the door banged
once more, a pair of oyes under a gilt-band- ed

cap glared full "upon her, and a hoarse voice
shouted, more distinctly,

"Change cars for Noxton and Mcadville."
"Is that the train for Noxton ?" asked Mar-

garet, making her way to tho platform.
"Yos, 'in. There's your train, right across

there. Only slop five minutes."
And she was hurried away in tho jostling

throng, and found herself breathless on board
the other train juat as it began to move. It
proved ashorter journey than sjiehad expected.
She had miscalculated the time by au hour
or more, she said to herself, when later in the
afternoon her destination was announced, and
:he found herself standing on the platform of
an unpreteudiuglitllestation, while the shriek-
ing locomotive rushed away on its course. She
was disappointed in her first view of tho place.
It was extremely quiet aud coiiutry-lik- e, and
she seemed to be the only passenger who had
stopped there. Xo sign of any ouo awaiting
her or of any conveyanvj rewarded her anxious
glances, and she appro ihed a hoy who, perched
in the window of the rude building, was swing-
ing a pair of muddy boots and comfortably
whittling.

" This is Xoxtou, isn't it? "
"S'poseso."
"Aren't you sure about it?''
"Used to he; but, ye see, brother Jim has

been up to town'tendin' some lectures, an' he's
told me about em; an' now him an1 me s an
oggnoggstici.sm we don't iiilirm nor deny
nothiu'."

The reply, though unsatisfoctori, might have
been regarded as au evidence that she was ap-
proaching the great centers of thought aud
culture, but Margaret was in no mood to ap-
preciate it in that aspect, and she remarked,
with the asperity she was wont to assume to-

ward refiactory pupils : .
"If you ever knew Uia name of the place,

you know it now, of course.
"

Can you tell me
where Mr. .GToy lives ?"

The hoy twisted his torn straw hat, aud
wavered between a good-nature- d desire to
gratify an anxious inquirer after truth aud his
longing to air his recent acquirements. He
compromised.

"Well, I won't say as there is a Sir. Grey, an'
I won't say as there ain't ; but she lives in that
square house up on to the hill."

"Who is 'she'?"
"Miss Grey."
Margaret reflected a moment, looked vainly

for her trunk, and considered the smallor arti-
cles of baggage in her possession. There ap-
peared no reliable person about the premises to
whom she could appeal for aid or information.
She turned to the boy again-an- d proffered a
bit of silver. -

"I will give you this if yon will carry my
satchc1 and sbawl-stra- p up to that house."

The eyes uudor the straw hat sparkled, and
their owner forgot his new mistiness in abso-
lute certainty.

"Golly! I'd do it as quick as wink, marni,
if the man that keeps this ranch hadn't left me
to take care of it while he went up to the next
station. He jumped on to that train you come
on, but he'll have to walk back, and he can't
do it for more'n half an hour yet, nohow."

Waiting tborc for a half-hou-r was not to be
thought of, and with grim determination Miss
Dean picked up the articles she had mentioned
aud marched up the hill. Her disappointment
in the place aud ail its surroundings increased
momently, and the stiff square house, far up
the hill-sid- e, was not at all what her fancy
had painted, though, indeed, it scarcely bore a
trace of ever having been painted in any way,
so gray aud weather-staine- d it was.

"It looks as if they had buried the baby in
the front yard," commented the lady, discon-
tentedly, as, standing on the steps, she noticed
a narrow oblong bed. stiffly set with a few flow-

ers, on one side of the walk. Then she discov-
ered Its counterpart on the" other side, and
murmured,-- Twins!" as she lifted the brass
knocker of the old door.

A middle-age- d, faded-haire- d woman, with a
brass thimble on her finger, answered the sum-
mons. It occurred to Margaret at the first
glance that her face bora a strong resemblance
to the ones she aud Tom had long ago carved
from hickory-nut- s.

"I am Miss Dean," she announced.
"Are you? " questioned the woman, calmly.
"You did not send any one to fetch my bag-

gage," Margaret continued, with a tone that
suggested remissness in duty.

" I should s'pose not, as it isn't mine though
for that matter I've had to fotch and carry my
own this many a year. I don't want to buy
anything either," with a suspicious glance at
the small satchel.

Margaret looked at her in bewilderment.
" You do not understand. I am Miss Dean

your boarder for the summer. You were ex-
pecting me. were you not? Perhaps " with a
happy thought that this was probably onlj' an
obtuse rustic servant " if you should call Mrs.
Grey"

"I'd have to call a long time: she's been
dead this five years," answered the portress,
without opening the door an inch wider. "I
wasn't expectin' you, because I never heard of
you before, and I don't want any boarders for
the summer."

Dusty, tired, "a stranger in a strange land,"
and the sun sinking low in the west, a sudden
dismay seized Margaret.

"It is very extraordinary," she murmured.
"There must bo some mistake. I certainly
have corresponded with a Mr. Grey of this
place, and engaged a room for the summer. A
boy at the depot directed me here."

" Well, there's no Mr. Grey here. I'm Susan
Grey, neither more nor less." Then, with a
closer scrutiny of her visitor's attire, a smile
began to glimmer on the hickory-nu- t face.
" Now I shouldn't be surprised if 'twas Xoxton
where you was aimin' to go to?" she remarked.

" Certainly it was. Where am I ? "
"In Kuoxtowu altogether a different kind

of place. That one is 'way off in another di-

rection on the other road. You must have
made a mistake when you changed cars."

There was comfort in the information that
the other was a different kind of place, never-
theless the situation was embarrassing. Miss
Dean sat down upon the door-ste- p.

" Then I must go back. What is the earliest
train I can take?

" Won't be any passenger before two o'clock
afternoon. You see, this is only a

branch road. Come in and rest a spell. You'll
have to stay somewhere all night, and you
might as well stay here."

The door'was thrown wide open at last, and
Miss Dean fonnd herself in a room as cool and
clean as it was plain and homely. With her
entrace the hostess seemed to concede all claims
to hospitality. She led the way to an airy
chamber, brought fresh water, and suggested
the possibility of an earlier supper than usual
if desired.

"Do not inconvenience yourself in anyway,"
Margaret urged. " I am very glad to stop here
after my stupid blundering, and I beg that you
will let mo make as little trouble as possible."

"Well, I can't afford to put myself out much,
that's honest," was the prompt reply. " I keep
the villagepost office though that don't amount
to no great do drcssmakin' aud tailorin' be-
sides, and what with the care of tho house and
garden, I've work enough on my hands."

They looked like it brown roughened hands
that had never lacked hard work. They were
a marked contrast to the delicate ones that had
fallen iuto Margaret's lap, and both women
noticed it ; but tho elder only added, a little
more curtly, " You're welcome to stay until to-
morrow, though."

A little head, with tangled yellow curls and
grave dark eyes, appeared for a moment at
the half-opene-d door, and Margaret's quick
glance of admiration atoned even for her white
liands. There was a curious softening of her
hostess' hard face.

" It is the child," she said. "Go away, Billy."
The face disappeared, but a little later, when

Margaret was sitting in tho wide portico, it
looked upon her again through the swaying
vines, and presently a small brown hand was
pushed through and touched tho trimming of
her dress with grave curiosity.

"Won't you run around hero and talk to
me? " she asked, amused.

But there was no running. Ho came slowly,-wit-

the pitiful sound of a littlo crutch on tho
walk, and sat down on the steps at her feet,
and looked up at her with a mingling of pleas-
ure and wonder.

" Did you come from heaven ? " he asked.
" Xo, indeed ! " she laughed, though with a

quick thought that tho life from which she had
como might fceem like paradise compared with
tliis.

" I thought mebbe Itlookcil like a star
on your finger-- - observed Billy, watching her
ring Tom's one extravagant giftas it flashed
hack the last rays of sunlight. Then his eyes

--wandered over her dress again, and back to his
own clean patched little apron

"Wish wish we was too," ho murmured.
more in soliloquy than as if speaking to any

one. "Wish Susan L wear shiny ribbons and
fctars, only shoe n't, 'cause she's Susan. She's
good, she is," ho added, with a flash of his dark
eyes into Margaret's faco as if she had ques-
tioned the statoment. " Do there bo boys and
girls- - to play with where you live? " he asked.

" Plenty of them. I had a whole roomful."
" Wish I had some," mused Billy, wistfully,

resting his elbows on his knees, and settling
his chin between his small palms. "We'd
play ball no," sttrvcyingliis lame foot, "they'd
play ball, and I'd tell 'cm losing."

"Billy," called a voice from within tho
house a voice liko the woman's face, not ex-
actly harsh, but as if the wear. and tear of life
had left no room for softness.

" Comin', Susan," the child answered, soberly,
and hobbled away.

Sleep could comfortably occupy the night,
but what to do with tho long hom-- of the
forenoon was a problem tliat greeted Margaret
with tho morning sunlight. She tried to solve
it at the breakfast table.

" I think I must explore your village wiiilo
I stay. Are there any places of special inter-
est?"

" Well, I don't know. I've heard they was
haviu' mectin's every day at the little church
aciossthe run," suggested Miss Grey, in evident
uncertainty as to vhat her visitor might con-
sider interesting. "Then there's the hills;
some folks liko to wander round over them."

Margaret decided to try the hills; but her
pleasant rambling was abruptly terminated by
a dash of rain that forced her to seek speedy
shelter. An isolated building with an open
portico was fortunately not far from her path;
but it was only when she had reached it, and
was brushing the rain-drop- s from her clothing,
that she discovered it to be "the little church
across the run."

"I shall have tho satisfaction of doing both
places of interest, tlien tbe hills and the
'meetin"," she laughed softly to herself.

From beyond the half-ope- n door came the
sound of a voice rising and falling in a regular
sing-son- g way a seesaw style of elocution
that had nothing to do with emphasis or ex-
pression, hut inexorably sent one-ha- lf of eacli
sentence up, and the other half down. When
the voice sank nothing hut a murmur reached
the door, but as it rose the words became
audible.

"Noble work? Try Xchemiah's plan.
Useful work? Build on Xehemiah's rm.
Good in the world ? Follow Xehemiah o plan."

At first Margaret had only smiled at tho
tone, but in a moment tho words attracted her
attention. Of what was he talking? She
leaned forward, and caught a glimpse of a thin,
sallow-face- d, long-haire- d man swaying to and
fro with a movement that accorded with his
chanting tones.

"Dou'fc wander round. Take Nchemiah's
plan."

It was odd that just those words shonld como
to her in such a place and way. She felt a flit-
ting wish that she had tried the meeting ear-
lier, but in a few moments the serviee aud
the brief shower ended together, and Margaret
left the portico as the people begau to come out.
One after another nodded or spoke to her as
they passed. It seemed to be the fabhion to
address any one without ceremony, and so, as
tho sallow-face- d minister overtook her, and
spoke as his flock had done, Margaret looked
up at him with a sudden impulse, and asked :
" What was Nchciniah's plan ? "

" He was an Israelitish noble, and the great
leader in rebuilding Jerusalem after the capt-
ivity-," replied the stranger, plunging at
once into the subject, and not manifesting
the least surprise at the question. "And his
way of rebuilding the wall was to set each
man to building before his own house, sso
one spent his time running around, putting in
a stone here and a stone there, trying to build
a little in every breach, or trying to find au
opening that just suited him, and build there ;

but every man took the work that was straight
before him. Jjf you want to do good work in
this world, tiy Xehemiah's plan. If you want
to build"

Tho preacher had dropped into his chanting
tone;, but just as Margaret began to realize
that; she had called down tho whole sermon
upon her devoted head, her foot slipped upon
a wet stone in the rough steep path, aud she
fell. It was awkward enough, she assured her-
self in vexation, but tho first effort to rise
proved it something far worse. She grew
white, and faint with pain, and the voice of
her coihpauion asking if she werehurt sounded
indistinct and far away. Some of the others
turned back. She scarcely noticed who came
or how they aided her, but sho presently
found herself at Miss Grey's, surrounded by a
sympathizing group and a strong odor of cam-
phor.

" A bad sprain like that is really worse than
a broken bone at least it takes longer to heal,"
announced the country practitioner, an hour
later, when he had examined and prescribed
for the wounded member. "It will bo several
weeks before you cau put that foot to the
ground again."

Several weeks ! Margaret listened to his re-
treating steps, looked at her swollen and band-
aged ankle, and then at tho figure moving
busily about the room, picking up bottles aud
bits of old linen.

" Miss Grey what will you do with me? "
"I'll have lo'do the best I can, I s'pose. Here

you air, and wc can't neither of us help it.
What can't bo cured'll have to be endured,"
answered that lady, without pausing in her
vrork of putting to rights.

Having her presence accepted as an afflictive
dispensation was a new experience to Marga-
ret; she thought of home and Tom. She had
ample leisure for thinking of many things as
the long afternoon wore away, and sho begau
fully to realize the imprisonment upon which
she had enteicd that all her planning had
ended in this. How strangely it had hap-
pened !

"The idea of leaving home just to bury my-
self here ! " she sighed, reviewing tho situa-
tion. "Nehemiah's plan, indeed! I shall
certainly have to build straight before me for
the next two months if I build at all."

Straight before her in the next Toom sat Miss
Grey, bending busily over cloth aud pattern
with a perplexed wrinkle in her forehead.

"What is it? If 1 could help you" ques-
tioned Margaret, and hesitated. She had
grown interested after watching her a moment.

" Well, you can't," said Miss Grey, dropping
her hard hands meditatively in her lap.

"I'm trying to mak over an old dress of my
great-aunf- s into a new one for myself, and
tnero ain't enougn ot it. It seems as if I
ought to bo able to d o it by tins time, for inv
whole life has just been over, or
patchin up, or lurnin' best side out, of what
somebo.ly else has used or wasted or spoiled
before I got it. It's taken my best days to eke
out shortcoming aud patch up blunders. 1'vo
never had anything fresh and new to start
on."

"Except Billy?" ventured Margaret, as the
child's sunny head appeared at a window.

"Billy! Well" Miss Grey paused. That
littlo half-broth- er was dearer to her oven than
she knew, but he was perplexing also. Some-
thing thafc looked out from his dark eyes and
spoke in his wistful tones was more (lilliculfc
than anything else to fit into her hard homely
life; it did not seem to belong there. But sho
would not say so ; sho was beginning already
to wonder at what she had said. With a quick
ureatn tuat would, nave been a sigh on less
determined lips, she bent over her work again.
Upon those stooped and rounded shoulders
life's burdens had fallen early. Sho had paid
the penalty of bciug considered "smart" and
"capable" by having whatever the others of
the family were too busy, too indolent or too
selfish to do always "left for Susan." When
her discouraged mother slippedaway out of the
world,shc foundherselfalone to plan forandsup-pl- y

what her careless, improvident father never
provided to supplement his love of ease with
her self-denia- l, and economize while he wasted.
After. hard years he had crowned his extrava-
gances by bringing homo a fragile young wifo
whom ho could not support, and, thafc feat ac-
complished, had comfortably died and left her
to Susan's care, as she, a little later, left Billj-- .
It never occurred to Susan to shirk tho burdens
that others dropped. Sho had taken them up
resolutely one by one, and gone on her way,,
never having had time for a lifo ofher own.

So it happened naturally thafc having ac-
cepted Margaret's stay as one of her "allot-
ments," she gavo faithfully tho best care in hor
power.

"A kindness that can never be itemized in
tho bill, nor repaid in any way," said Margaret,
regretfully. "You havo so much to do, it
seems strange thafc I should have been thrown
on your hands."

"Mebby," suggested Billy, gravely" mebby
you was throwed for me. 'Cause I don't; havo
things like folks. I'm" ho hesitated, and
looked at her foot "I'm tho gladdest kind of
sorry."

Her presence seemed indeed a constant
pleasure to tho child. Ho hung about hor,
adniired her pretty dresses and ornaments, and
listened in delight whenever sho spoko of the
world of " folks " from which she catne, Whoa

her trunk arrived, au sho took from it .one
day a portfolio of skgtches.and drawing mate-
rials, he looked frQjij .the pictures to her faco
with a wondering, trembling eagerncs3.

"That looks likolsomething a little lamo
boy could play If ho Jiiiew bow," he said,
clasping and unclasping his small brown hands
in a tremor of excitements

" He shall try," smileUMaTgarct, won by tho
pleading eyes. ,r . J

That was tho beginning of many lessons, in
which a new world opened to Billy, and Mar-
garet quite forgot that she had left homo to find
rest from teaching. .There were many things
forgotten in those slow, quiet days. Hor vague
unrest, her feverish, jambition, seemed selfish
and ignoble in the-- ! presence of this strong,
brave lifo before her such a hard, homely lifo
thafc she could scarcely understand her own
interest in it.

She had written home nothing of the acci-
dent that had befallen her, but only indefinitely
of a " necessary change of plan." There was
no need that any one should be anxious about
her or grievo at her disappointment, and there
was ono who would do both, she remembered,
with a littlethrill at her heart. Some way sho
was often reminded of Tom in these days. Now
thafc she was recovering, ifc was not so great a
disappointment, after all, to find that there
was no time left; to carry out any part of her
original purpose.

"I suppose you'll go away said
Miss Grey, slowly, ono evening, as she sorted
and put aside the meager daily mail. "Well,
we did live before you came it ain't moro'n
two months ago, either, though it seems so
long but I can't seem to think beyoud to-

morrow. It some way seems as if evoryfching
ends then."

Tho touch of sadness so foreign to the voice,
and tho look in Billy's dark eyes, haunted
Margaret's pillow thafc night. She vainly tried
to plan for them beyond the morrow, and even
when she slept they followed her in dreams.

"Come! come!" called Miss Grey's excited
voice.

Then a hand fell on her shoulder, and sho
awoke with a start to find tho voice a reality.

"Quick! quick! tho house is burning! I
thought yon'd never wake !"

Through the windows came a fiery glare and
a rushing, crackling sound, and already tho
room was filled with smoke. Margaret mado
her way through tho blinding clouds, catching
up articles here and thore, hor bewildered brain
aided by Miss Grey's retreating call :

" Gather what you want most. There's no
hope for the house ; wo must; snvo what wo
can."

" Why does no one come? Can't we give the
alarm?" cried Margaret, a3 she rushed out into
tho open air Avifch an armful of treasures, aud
turned a glance of terror at the blazing roof.

"Our voices wouldn't reach. The light '11
spread the story quickest; but no one can get
hero in time to save the house, or anything in
ifc bufcwhafc we bring out," answered tho owner
of the house, resolutely plunging into the
stifling smoke again.

Margaret followed hor, and they worked
with a strength thafc only desperation could
havo given, tearing up, lifting, and carrying out
through the narrow passage thafc grew mo-
mently more suffocating and perilous.

"We must let the rest go," Miss Grey herself
announced, with grim resignation, leaning
back against a tree and watching tho long fiery
arms that 'were crushing the building in a hor-
rible embrace.

"Fire!" shouted a hoarse voice far down tho
hillside ; then others-voice- s took it up, and the
sounds drew nearer, Help was coming, too
late. Suddenly Misaf.Groy started, turning a
white face to Margarofc as alio passed.

"Tho mail! I forgot "
"Thafc little bundlql "" 'What madness "
But the unfinished sonteuco and detaining

hand were put; swiftly aside.
"They belong to other folks; they were

trusted tome," Miss Grdy explained, hurriedly,
as she sprang forward and vanished in the lurid
smoke. , ,

Ifc seemed liours that Margaret watched for
her with straining eyes," arid sho did not come;
ages before that shouting crowd drew near
enough to be directed tojbe spot where sho had
disappeared. Then 'moving figures swept in
between the burning mass and the place where
Margaret stood with Billyhs little hand tightly
clasped in hers, and 'partially intercepted her
view. Loud voices- - shouted contradictory
orders, dark groups swayed Tapidly to and fro.
There was a crash 3of.. burning timbers, the
'flkmes leaped up for a nunnont and' sank again,,
aud the crowd, which had fallen back, parted
and let two smoke-blackeuo- d men pass through,
bearing a prostrate form.

Margaret could never clearly recall all tho
incidents of thatnighfc. Her recollection was a
confused mingliug of terror, haste, stifling air,
ana nornuio name ana souna. Jiuc tne gray
morning found the old house a charred and
smouldering ruin, while in a littlo cabin down
tho hillside lay its mistress, with her last work
for " other folks" done. Every aid that could
be given had been rendered, but tho physician
shook his head as ho turned away. Margaret
sat beside her, sad-eye- d and still. This was the

w beyond which they could not see.
"Don'fcfrefc about it' said tho steady prac-

tical voice, in nearly its usual tone. "'Twould
bo queer to be here, anyhow, with the old house
gone." Then, aftor a pause, "Everything up
yonder is to be ' made new ' ; don't it say so ? I
think I'd be glad to'go but for Billy."

"Leave him to me," said Margaret earnestly.
"I love the child. Ho shall havo all tho caro
that 1 can give him."

The sufferer's eyes flashed wide open with a
quick glad look. "Why," she said, brightly,
" I'd have been willing to die auy time to gain
thafc for the child."

Then the tired lids foil, and with the bright-
ness still on her face sho was away.

Two days later Margaret reached homo. Tho
evening lamps gleamed a welcome, and tho
fire, lighted becauso of tho chill rain, throw a
cheery glow over tho pretty room, where, with
Billy lucked away for tho night, Margaret and
good Meggins lingered, woman-like- , over the
beauty of the golden curls and the long lashes,
and even of the little lamo foot, concerning
which Meggins declared herself "moral cer-
tain that it might bo cured, of leastways mado
a good deal straighter and stronger."

Tom, attracted by tho bright windows, came
with eager greeting. "And you are really
home again, Margie. Did you carry out your
plan ?"

"Not exactly mine; ifc was Nohomiah's, I
think."

"Nehemiah's?" repeated Tom, bewildered,
and scarcely liking tho name. "And did you
find your uoblo lives?"

"I found one yes," Margaret answered,
reverently.

" And your work?"
" Yes ; I brought that homo with me. Como

and seo;" and sho led him to tho sleeping
child.

"But after all, Margie," said Tom, when the
talk had grown an hour long, "if you only
wanted some one to take caro of, you know "

" Yes, I know," she laughed. " Idon't much
mind if I do take yon too, Tom. I don't like
to flatter your vanity, but familiar objects
Cftmnfinioo nminii n wnnnorfnl nrlTnTif nrrn ,t1ift,i
wo go far enough away to take a bird's-oy- o

view of them." JTdrpcr'jjor May.

AYcrj Wiek'cil 4'ennesseo 3Iulc.
From the Sweetwater Sentinel.

Isn't'itabout time for tbe local authorities to
sell the mule that used to draw tho town hearso
and buy a horso ? Twice lately ho has balked
and detained processions op bitterly cold days
iok over an nour, ana oniy tasc weelc lie kicked
in tho front of the vehicle and seriously dam-
aged the corpse. People aro beginning to got
enough of this sort of thing, and if the authori-
ties don't take proper action a citizen's meeting
will bo called.

A Man Who Cm Split a Needle.
IFrom the Hartford Couranl.'

Charles Somervillt a ma'ehinisfc employed in
the lock Avorlcs at Stamford, is so expert in his
business thafc ho canicufc an ordinary sowing-maehin- o

needle in two longthwiso, drill a hole
through each half and then fasten thorn to-
gether so accurately that the place where it was
separated cannot ho seen.

- . o
Consumption Cured.

An old physician, retired from practice, hav-
ing had placed in his hands by an East India
missionary tho formula of a simple vegetable
remedy for tho speedy and permanent euro for.
Consumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma, aud
all throat and lung affections, also a positive
and radical curefor nervous debility and all
nervous complaints, aftor having tested its
wonderful curative powers in thousands of
"cases, has felt it his duty to make ifc known to
his suffering follows. Actuated by this motive
and a desire to Tclievo human suffering, I will
send free of charge, to all who desiro it, this
recipo, in Gorman, French, or English, with
full directions for preparing and using. Sent
by mai by addressing, with stamp, naming this
paper, W. A. Noy.es, 119 Power's I?foc&, JSochcster,
Hit t

GOOD-BY- E TO DIXIE

The Escaped Prisoners Story A

Night Alarm.

By John F. Hill, Co. K, 80i 0. V. J.

IV.
Wo had just fallen into a doze when tho dogs

set up an alarming barking and wo heard some
one halloing at tho top of his voice. Our host,
Mr. Yates, was disturbed as well as ourselves,
and, going to the door, inquired, in a gruff
voice: " What is wanted? "

" Which is tho way to Thompson's tavorn,
and can we stay all night?" was the reply.

The strangers wero told that thoy were
within two miles of tho tavern, but that he
did not think ho could keep thom over night,
siuco he did not know who thoy wero or what
their business was.

To this they responded that thoy wero Con-

federate soldiers, on duty at Danville, and
wero in search of some runaway Yankees who
had escaped from the prison there on Saturday
night.

"By tho Eternal, you don't say so," said
Yates. " How many of the blue devils havo
got away?"

"About sixty," they replied.
Our host spoke in a very loud voice, for no

other reason, as wo believed, than that we
might hear what ho said, and his words mado
the very hair on our heads stand on end. In-
deed, we began to fear thafc after all we had
been decoived.

" Come in, come in," said Yates, as if ho
were commanding a brigade of soldiers ; "come
in, gentlemen, aud let us hear all about it. I
havo somo of as good apple-jac- k as you over
drank in Old Virginia."

"Good God," says Stookoy to me, "we aro
betrayed; what shall we do ? " I advised him
to be quiet, and to watch and wait.

The soldiers accepted tho invitation, and wo
could hear their sabers rattle as they walked
across the rooms below, and the noise they
mado while laughing and talking, but could
not understand what they wore saying.

However, thoy only remained about an hour,
and with joy we heard them depart. "Old
Eternal" went out with them and said some-
thing about keeping a sharp lookout, aud tho
sound of tho retreating hoof-bea- ts of their
horses was the sweetest music you canimagine.
Wo woro now ready to commend our-
selves to tho caro of an Allwisc Provi-
dence for the remainder of the night, but
beforo wo went to sleep we hastily reviewed
the scones of the past day. Some hand more
than human had evidently guided our steps
that day and had provided us with true and
devoted friends. And so we fell asleep again,
but it seemed as if wo had just; closed our eyes
when wo were aroused by Mr. Yatea. He told
us that we must get up at once, dispose of the
breakfast which ho had made ready, and then
repair with him to a now hiding place, as ho
thought ifc would not be safe for us to remain
in or about his house during the day. Ho in-
formed us that he had learned from the.soldiers
that the authorities were making great efforts
for our recapture. A number of our fellow-prisone- rs

had already been recaptured, and a
few had even gone back of thoir own accord
on Sunday, having neither tho strength nor
fortitude to pursuo their journey. As soon as
breakfast was over, therefore, Mr. Yates aud
his little son conducted us to a dense thicket
about half a milo from tho house. It had
formerly been a cultivated field, but had been
neglected, and the second growth of oak, chest-lVqfc'ahdpi- uo

was so thick that we had to get
down ojl our hands and knees in order to force
bur way into it. We had gono a distance of
about one hundred yards from tho road when
Mr. rates said wo wore sufliciently concealed
and left us for tho day, promising to send us
our dinner out by his little boy, and in the
evening to coie out himself and bring us some
clothes.

TUESDAY, N0VE1IBEB 17TH.
Wo now had a chance to make up the lost

sleep of tho last threo days, and having pre-
pared a bed of leaves, we huddled together iu it
as warm and comfortable as could be, and in a
few moments wore far away in dreamland.
, It was about noon when we awoke, feeling

unnch'refreshed. Twelve o'clock came and we
began to look for our dinner, but no boy ap-pear-

Wo could hear horsemen riding up
and down the road, and we knew from the
rattling of their sabers that they wero Con-

federate soldiers, but feeling sure that they
could not penetrate to our" hiding place, we
were not greatly alarmed. Tho afternoon
slowly woro away, but without any signs of
dinner, and we began to imagine that there was
something wrong. Towards sundown, how-
ever, tho boy arrived with a basket of pro-
visions. Ho said that the Confederates had
como to his house that morning and made his
fatlrnr turn out to help in thesearch for us. He
4old us also that eight of our men had been cap-

tured that day in sight of the house, on thepublic
road, along which they wore traveling, and his
mother had given them their dinner. He further
informed us that his father had not got back yet,
and he could not tell when he would. Weate
a very large supper, and after dispatching it
felt so well and strong thafc we told the boy wo
would not wait any longer, but would resume
our journey that night. We accordingly sent a
message of thanks to his father and dismissed
him.

It was a little after dark when we began to
crawl from our hiding place, and started out
once moro for the "Laud of Promise." We
dashed oft at a furious speed, in a northeast
direction, paying no attention to roads and
making our way over cultivated 'fields and
through thetrackless woods. Wo had probably
traveled half a dozen miles, and having emerged,
from a cornfield, were crossing a road or lano
when wo" .heard somo ono riding rapidly to-
wards us. In our hurry to climb a fence upon
the opposite side of tho road in order to get
into the pasture beyond, wo all three attempted
to climb over at the same panel, and as a result
the top rail gave way. Tho writer fell back-
wards into the road again, but his two com-
panions fell forwards, and had scarcely touched
tho ground when they took to their heels and
went bounding off like deer. By the time I
had got on my feet again tho horseman had
ridden up. I saw instantly, by the light of
the moon, that he wa3 a negro. As he passed
me he raised his cap and said, "Howdy do,
massa." Of course, 1 felt very much relioved,
and flattered myself that I was not such a fool
as my two companions, to run away from a
genteel and polite African ! It was somo time
beforo I found my comrades, and when I did,
they were at the farther side of tho pasture,
hid In a fenco corner and panting like dogs.
After indulging in a good laugh over our fright,
we started off again, and did not meet a single
other person that night. Wo traveled very
rapidly over a level country, and crossed in tho
night quito a large stream of water thafc in
wading wo found to bo more than waist deep.
Its name I never knew. Tho moon wont down
about midnight, but wo continued our journey
for an hour or so longer, until we found that we

"were beginning to waudor from our course,
when we halted and looked about for a suitable
camping place. We finally selected the side of
a log in a dense thicket of small underbrush.
It was agreed that wo should all three sleep
thafc night in ono bed. Tho place in tho mid-
dle was considered tho post of pleasure, and we
got into quite an argument as to who should
occupy that station. We were all wet afld cold,
and each desired the place. 'Tho question was
finally determined in favor of Sergeant Stooky,
as ho was tho ranking officer, with tho under-
standing that thereafter wo should tako turns.
As I was next in rank, the coveted position
would bo mine tho following night.

WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 18TH.
Wo wero up before tho sun tho next morning,

and off in tho direction of asmall cabin thatwas
nestled away in the brush, to hunt for breakfast.
ItwasStookey'sturntomakofchocalljhuthewas
unsuccessful. Ho found thafc tho inmates had
nothing to give us, as thoy were all sick. So
wo went half a milo further up in the woods,
to a small cabin that stood in the middle of a
clearing, and asked for something to eat. Hero
wo had better luck. Wc woro mado welcome
to what; tho occupants had, and when thoy
found out who we wero tho old man of the
houso danced for joy. His namo was Smith,
aud ho had been a soldier in tho war of 1S12,
and we found thafc thcro was still burning in
his bosom tho fire of devotion to his flag and his
country. Whilo breakfast was being prepared,
he kept up a parade about us, patting us on tho
shoulders, staring us in tho face, and then peep-
ing out of doors to see if any ono was coming.
Ho would have worshiped us if wa had had
wings like tho angels. JIo oven sent o'no of his
girls a grandchild, wa supposed off to tho edge
of tho woods to keep watch and notify us if sho

..-. approaching. ,. ...-- ,. attNtvr ttuv uuu wmin we wnrfl,

,-- . .

breakfast in a small kitchen near by, the old
man stood in the yard, in front of the door,
going through an exercise with a hoe-handl- e,

to show ns how he was taught the manual of
arms when a young man, many long years ago,
on the shores of Lake Erie. After breakfast ho
told us we could camp in his woods for the day,"
and promised, in case he should hear or see
anything that might endanger our safety, thafc
ho would have " Sallio give threo toots on the
dinner horn, repeated three times at short in-
tervals." At this signal we were to be on our
guard. At leaving, he filled our pockets with
corn-dodge- rs and dried beef, and told us where
to go. We followed his instructions and found
a nice retreat behind a largo log, about four feet
in diameter, in a dense copse. We gathered
some leaves for a bed, and, after talking over
the incidents of onr journey, divided ourselves
into three watches as usual, and two of us went
to sleep whilo the other kept guard. The day
passed quietly, and we were not disturbed by
" Sallie's horn "a blast from which was a3
much dreaded by us as if it had come from Ga-
briel's. At dark wo were off again over fields
and woods, till wecametoaroadbearingnearly
west. This we followed at a rapid gait. In the
early evening we met three or four persons on
the road, but as soon as we saw or heard them
approach we hid in the bush. We were like
desperate criminals fleeing from justice, and
we felt as if everyman's hand wa3 against us.

OVER THE MOUNTAINS.

Towards midnight we struck a more broken
country, and at last came to what is called
Turkey Mountain. It was not very formid-
able, and wo crossed it by following tho mcan-doriu- gs

of a small creek, the road crossing it
every few rods, and compelling us to wade- - the
stream each time. It was about knee-dee- p and
as cold as ice, and wo must have crossed ifc

thirty or more times in going three miles.
Abput three o'clock in tho moruing.we came out
into a valley west of the mountain. We were
very mucli chilled by this time, and began to
look about for some place to build a fire. We
finally came across a cabin, in which a small
light was seen. We rapped, and a small lad
got up and opened the door. We told him
wo wanted to warm ourselves, as we were
very cold, and had been traveling all
night, and that we were Confederate officers
out on some secret duty for the government.
We warned him not to tell anybody that he
liad seen U3, in case any one should como along
inquiring for such persons as wo were, and he
promised us ho would not. He informed us, also,
that his parents were away from home, and
that thore was no one there but himself and
his two big sisters. After he had built up a
good warm fire wo told him hemighfc goto
bed again, as wo w'ouhl not do him or any one
else any harm. Ho did as we told him, and
he actually thonght wo were marshals. We
sat around the fire till nearly day, warmed
ourselves thoroughly and rested our weary
limbs. Just as we were starting the lad got up
again, and we asked him to give us something
to eat. He said he could not do this, a3 there
was none cooked, and, as we did not feel like
waiting, heshowed us across a field to where his
Aunt licynolds lived, and said we would be
certain to get something there to eat. We
reached tho house just at the time that Mrs.
Beynoldswas building her fires. We entered
her cabin, told her who we were, and
asked for breakfast. Indeed, we put; ourselves
entirely in her power by telling over again our
sad story Of prison life. She listened with, much
patience, and when wo got through she ex-
claimed: "Is ifc possible that yon are some of
those brave men who escaped from Danville?
There were people all through here yesterday
hunting for your men. But," using consider
able emphasis, "you need not bo afraid of me.
I am Union, and so aro all my people. Sam
and I never agreed upon this question. He is
my husband, and is nowin the Tebel army, but
to tell yon the truth he and I could never see
alike anyhow." We hardly knew what to
make of her, hut she pressed us so cordially to
sit down and make ourselves easy, assuring us
that she would have our breakfast ready in a
few minutes, that wo did so. While she at-
tended to the cooking in another room we sat
cozily around the fire and conversed freely
about the devotion 3nd loyalty of the poorer
class of women in Virginia.

We did not dream of any danger, when who
should come boldly stalking into the room but
a man dressed in a grey rebel uniform and carry-
ing an Enfield rifle. He sat down near the door
and appeared as if at home. He held his rifle
between knees and begun to chat quite freely.
For a moment" I" thought it w;as 'all over with
us, and that we had walked deliberately into a
trap.

To be continued.

SONGS OF THE CAMP.

"When This Crnel ITar is Orer.

Dearest love, do you remember
When we last did meet,

How you told me that you loved me,
Kneelinjj at my feet!

Oh! how proud you stood before ma,
In your suit of blue,

When you vow'd to me and country.
Ever to be true.

cnoECs.
Weeping, sad and lonely,

Hopes and fears, how vain;
Yet praying, when this crnel war is over,

Praying: that we meet again!

When the summer breeze is slghinar,
Mournfully along!

Or when autumn Irtvrea are falling,
Sadly breathes the song.

Oft, in dreams, I see thee lying
On the battle plain,

Lonely, wounded, even dying,

If, amid the din of battle, .
Nobly you shonld fall,

Far away from those who love yon,
None to hear you call ;

Who would whisper words of comfort.
Who would soothe your pain?

All ! the many crnel fancies,
Ever in my brain.

But our country called you, darling,
Angels cheer your way ;

While our Nations son3 are fighting,
We can only pray.

Nobly strike for God and liberty,
Let all nations see

How we love our starry banner,
Emblem of the free!

Gen. Garfield and Oar rs.

CcxpLA. E. Palmer's address at Las Vegas."

I was in Washington in February and March,
1877, during the electoral count. Some of the
Grand Army feared that the rebel brigadiers
might bridal their tongues and draw their
swords to overthrow tho Government. I was
one of the many there to met them. I had a
letter to General Garfield, Congressman from
Ohio just a note of introduction from a dear
friend and a comrade of his, a brother staff
officer with him on Eosecrans' staff. Of course
this mutual friend had given mo a big send-of- f;

but the point that seemed to interest the Gen-
eral was that I was an ex-offic- er and soldier,
and now a citizen of Nebraska. He caught me
by tho right hand with a truly western grip,
resting his left on my shoulder with a sort of
a "how aro you way," and a3 he shook my
hand ho said, " Captain, I am glad to know
yon ; I am proud to meet you, as I am any and
all good soldiers who battled for tho Union,
more particularly as a soldior from the west.
Do you know, Comrade Palmer, that my heart
goes out to tho3e brave hoys who returned their
blood-staine- d weapons to the Government and
went out to battle with poverty and privations
of a pioneer life ; to till the soil of western wilds ;
dig and delve in the mountains, battling with
wild animals and wild Indians, grasshoppers
and cyclones, to give us" an empire in tho west.
God bless those boys. "lis there we find the
Old Guard. I hope to live to go west and join
them at their Camp-fire- s keep them burning."
Boys, bo true to the cause that inspirod you to
become a soldier of the Union.

Changing the Scarlet for thd Gray.
From the St. James (London) Gazette.

The proposal to introduce a new fighting
dress into tho English army appears rather
startling, and there are probably not fifty men
in these isles who will not at first revolt from
the thought that tho so-call- British scarlet
will no longer be seen on any field of battle,
and that the thin red lino will become a mere
tradition. There are many solid objections to
the incstsure. An army cling? with almost
superstitious devotion to its traditional dress;
aud in mbro than one service the abolition of
the pig-ta- il almost caused a mutiny. If we
could suddenly strip tho army and navy to-

morrow, aud mako them exchange uniforms,
tho men of both services would slink about four
weck3 ormoiRhs to come with little less acnte-ne- ss

of shame than a young lady would feel if
sent into a ball-roo- m in ordinary morning cos-
tume, or made to sit down to luncheon in a

low-neck- ed ball dress. It is not that oar sol

dier, or sailor, or girl would object to tV r tr-ticu-lar

dresses in themselves, but to the incon-
gruity of them under the and
with reference to the genorai feeling.

A FAMOUS EXPLOIT.
How the Eebel Signal Flay was Shot AiTar at lock-

out --Mountain.
From- the Dayton Journal.

It 3 not known to many Dayton people that
ono, of her citizens, a quiet, unassuming old.

gentleman who is seen on the streets every day
as he takes his quiet walk3, drawing calm en-

joyment from hi3 pipe, which he incessantly
smokes, was the hero of two brilliant exploits
that have gone into history. The man referred
to is John Marshall, the veteran shoemaker,
now in the decline of life, which, is rendered
comfortable by the pension his services during
the rebellion has earned him.

For gallantry in action at Shiloh, John Mar-
shall was promoted to lieutenant of artillery.
How he saved battery M, Fifth regiment, is a
matter of record in the war archives at Wash-
ington. It is not that with which this arfcUjIe
ha3 to treat, but a subsequent and even greater
exploit.

At various times and places one of the Jour-
nal's young men had heard of what John 3Iar-sha- ll

did at Lookout Mountain referred to, and
so one day he made up his mind to have tho
whole story from 'Gie veteran's lips. Accord-
ingly, he started, hunted him down, and, cor-
nering him, vowed he would give hiin no peace
until ho had a full and reliable account of how
he shot the flag off Lookout Mountain. Mr.
Marshall is a modest man. Hewonld rather
have not told the story; but he is at the same
time an obliging man, and courtesy compelled
him to" acquiesce. To give it in his own lan-
guage, word for word, just a3 he uttered it,
would be the most interesting way of relating
the incident, but that is impossible.

Mr. Marshallis a veteran of the English army,
having served thirteen years in the artiflery.
In those thirteen years he learned the duty oi
an enlisted man In his branch of the surwea
thoroughly. Bnfc to come to the story. In
October and November, ld63. Hooker's army
lay In the valley overlooked by Lookout Moun-
tain, which in the latter month they so gal-
lantly stormed. Eight on the point of the
promontory the rebel signal corps bad a flag sta-
tion established. From. thi3 point all of Hook-
er's maneuvers could be seen, and intelligence
immediately telegraphed bymeansof thesigiml
flag to General Eragg. Thns it will be seen
that It was desirable to shoot away that ffag

Across- - the Tennessee at Moccasin Point the
six 10-pou- nd Eodmans of the Eighteenth Ohio
battery were planted. John Marshall was lieu-
tenant of the Eighteenth Ohio battery. He
could see that flaunting iiagiof the rebel signal
station as Ifc waved its intelligence day by day,
and ifc taunted him. He knew he could out ifc
down with one of the gnns; but bis
captain frowned on hisJH"Blr:apfcion In pre-
tending to know more tlK- - 'mperior off-
icers; for had not GeneraPS -- j. Chief of
Artillery of the Army of the CulL. .aed, said
thot it couldn't be done? What business had
a lieutenant to boast himself of being able to
do what the chief of artillery had declared
officially could not be done?

For that flag had annoyed others besides
MarshalL Jt annoyed thos'e high in authority
so much that, at the instance of General Hooker,
General Brannan, Colonel Barnett and Major
Mendenhall came over .from. Chattanooga" with
the express purpose ofascertaining ifa gun could
be trained from Moccasin Point so as to send a
shot that would humble thafc taunting: flag.
They came to the unanimous conclusion thafc
it wo3 Impossible on account ofthe great eleva-
tion.

John Marshall watched the estimating with
interest, and when the conclusion was an-
nounced he stepped up, and touching his cap
in military style, said to General Brannan ;

"General!"
"Well, sir?"
"Ifyouwillgiveme permission to try, I think:

I can shoot that flag off there P
The general looked at him sternly a moment,

and then said :
" Go to your quarters, sir, under arrest!"
Bat this was not the end. The Eighteenth,

battery was attached to General Whittakers
brigade, and bluff General Whittaker took
more stock in Marshall than did the austere
Brannan. He had a fellow feeling with him,
too; for the flagwas athorn in the flesh, tahim.
Every morning he would take his glass and
looktoseeif tho flag was stfll there, and in-
variably 03 he took the glass from, his eyes a
big, big, epithet exploded wrathfully from, his
lips. He was wonto talkwithMarshall about
it. s

"Marshall," he would say, "You are sura
you can shoot down that flag?"

"I can, sir."
"But, you know what General Brannan

says, Marshall?"
"I do, sir. But with all respect to General

Brannan, I maintain I can do it."
One night Whittaker sent for Marshall to

come to Ins headqaartera. When he got there
he said :

"3Iarshall, I've been to Chattanooga tt-da- y

and I've signed my name to $600 for you.""
"Signed $800 for me? Why, whntfsthat for,

General?"
"Well sir, I anvgoing to have you try at that

flag, and General Brannan says yon will burst
a gun, and I have gone soenrity to the amount
of $600, and morning yon shall
mako the trial.

John Marshall went hack to his quarters that
night a happy man. He was now to hve the
opportunity to show that he could do as muh
as he said. He felt the hour of his triumph
approaching.

In the morning, after breakfast,. General
Whittaker came down to the Point. Marshall
was already there. His gun squad were in
perfect drill, for he had shown them so often
how he would do it if he only could get per-
mission, and they had taken so mnoh interest
that each man was proficient in his part.

The general took his place where he could
watch the effect of the shot. He was a Httia
anxious. "Now, Marshall,' he said, "ba.cara-f- ul

! Don'c you explode a gun and kiH nTeT"
yourself, and a half dozen, men.

"Never fear, General," responded Marshall,
confidently. "I'll hurfc no gun. New watch,
where the first shot goes."

Everything in readiness, Marshall pulled tha
lanyard. General Whittaker took the glassea
from his eyes, and said:

"Too high, Marshall; too high.! It went a
hundred yards above the flag."

"Yes, sir, I know that; and the next shot
will be fifty yard3 above it."

And the next shot was fifty yards above it.
"Now, General, this time I'll fetch, thfcflag."
The gun boomed. General Whittaker looked

and looked for the flag. At last; he burst out,
"By Marshall, she's gone."

In his delight he forgot the distinctions of
rank, and, handing his glass to a private of tha
gun squad, told him to take a look. The sol-
dier did so, and corroborated the general. Tha
glass passed around, and all saw that the flag-wa-s

gone.
General Whittaker went to Marshall and

said: "Marshall, my man, I congratulate you.
I'm going right over to Chattanooga and tell
General Brannan that the Eighteenth Ohio
battery knows more than he does."

General Brannan was an honorable man, if a
strict officer, and when he heard that Marshall
had succeeded in shooting the flag; he sent him.
his congratulations, and commended him for
his skill. But General Whittaker enjoyed
Marshall's triumph even more than did Mar-
shall himself, and heal ways aftorwards treated
him with great consideration and favor, and
he would rub his hands and laugh with the
intonsest of relish whenever he had occasion to
relate how Lieutenant Marshall, of tha
Eighteenth Ohio battery, knew more of prac-tlc-al

gunnery than the chief of ordnance at
the Army of the Cumberland, and had ibrcsd
him to tako water on an opinion.

Astronomical.
From Lift.

Wife (who has been sittingupfor delinquent
who enters with an umbrella over his head)
Are you crazy? Have yon been going about
the stroets with your umbrella up this; starlight
night?

Weary Husband That's just it, dear. It'a
the stars porfect avalanche of em couldnt
dodge 'em, so put up in umbrella. Thought
people would think I was Intoxicated if I
didn't.

Wife If you didn't what?
" Tired " Due Dun no.

Yonng or middle aged men snffering fxo
nervous debility, loss of memory, prematura
old age, as the result of bad habits, sbould sead
three stamps for Pare YH of Dime Series pasa
phlets; Address- - WoBlJte Disi?E2TSASy 3iJGE

cax. Association, Buffalo, N.Y.
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